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I.

My Journey Through the World in
Happiness and Sorrow
Ida Mooser Hattemer
Theodore Alphonse Hattemer

Foreword
This is my mother's story of her Swiss family's immigration from Switzerland to
Kentucky in 1895, and the story of her own American family. My mother, Ida Mooser
Hattemer, dearly loved her native Switzerland, her family, and her Swiss relatives whom she

talked about so much that her children felt as if they knew them intimately.
Ida was the eldest of the ten living children, and I was the youngest of her nine
children. When I was growing up, she told me hundreds of stories about her childhood in
Switzerland. She described the scenes in her tales so vividly that I knew and still remembered
the names of the mountains, villages, roads, and passes. I knew all about her uncles, aunts,
cousins, and dearest friends. What made them even more real to me were the letters arriving
almost every month which she read to us children. Sometimes the mailman would bring a
white, oversized envelope with black borders. He delivered those personally out of respect,
because he knew that this kind of envelope meant a death notice of someone dear to my
mother.
Switzerland sounded so exc1tmg and interesting in my mother's stories and the
postcards looked so beautiful to me. I always asked, "Why did your family leave
Switzerland?" She gave me many reasons, which I did not really understand, and so I secretly
thought they made a big mistake in emigrating.
It was a celebrated event when a relative would come to our house in Louisville from
Switzerland. Usually visitors stayed at our house and my aunts and uncles and cousins would
come over to see them. The visitors from Switzerland brought gifts for us all. The visitors
were so fascinating to listen to and observe, and their visits made us children feel so
important.
The interest my mother sparked in me as a child with her talent for story telling of her
Swiss childhood, of her relatives, and of her beloved Switzerland has never left me. When I
was eight, I spent a year as a partial invalid recovering from severe life threatening injuries
caused by a fall from a tree. During that whole year I listened to her stories and absorbed
_every word with the characters and scenes pictured in my mind. When I visited Switzerland
for the first time some 40 years later, those old Swiss scenes and characters were as fresh in
my mind as the day my mother described them to me. I recognized the Hotel Wasser/all in
Jaun. I felt like I had already met some of the people I had never even seen before. When I
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asked about some relatives I knew from my mother's tales, I would sometimes have to explain
about whom I was talking. My Swiss relatives and my mother's friends could not understand
how I knew so much about them.
My mother loved and respected her parents very much. In every story she told me
about her family I was always struck by her love and respect for her parents.

She was

especially proud of her father Christophe with whom she had apparently spent much time.
She was always quoting him and interspersing little incidents from his life that he must have
shared with her. Her mother Margaret was so busy with the many little children under her feet
that she probably had little time or inclination to talk much to her oldest daughter. As I was
growing up I did not realize how much I was living out the heritage of Christophe Mooser,
my grandfather. Fortunately I absorbed my mother's impressions and the influence
Christophe Mooser had on her. She somehow imprinted this on me.
I have tried to understand why my mo\her' s family immigrated to America. The
more I learned about them, the more intriguing the story became. I came to the conclusion
that the story could not be told to the descendants of this family without including Christophe
and Margaret Mooser' s beginnings in Switzerland. I visited Switzerland while my mother was
still alive. My visit made her very happy. She knew I was going to make an effort to tell my
whole family what she always wanted to share with them. That is why she gave me her
~ritings. Interestingly, my grandfather's (her father's) important documents, pictures and
history also ended up in my hands. Although I was the youngest child in my family, I knew
my grandparents Christophe and Margaret in their old age.
My mother was fluent in English, German, French, and Schyzerdtitsch, a German
dialect spoken in the part of Switzerland where German is the prevalent language. Her
writings were mostly in German which she used in her school in the village of Jaun. She felt
most comfortable writing her little history in German and Schwyzerdtitsch which I translated
with the help from my "little" Swiss cousins.
What I know first hand and what I know from others about this remarkable family, I
will add to my mother's memoirs. I have tried to explain and elaborate where I felt it
necessary to make her story clearer to the reader. In the chronology of events where my
mother left out some important event, I have inserted the information in italics.
A complete copy of the richly illustrated Mooser Hattemer family history is available for
$5.00 from TheodoreA. Hattemer, 2324 Madison Rd., Apt. 1807, Cininnati, OH 45208.

Theodore A. Hattemer
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Prologue
Why Christophe Mooser and Margaret Cottier Mooser Immigrated To America
The following record in Latin is from the marriage records of St. Stephan Parish Church in Jaun, Switzerland.
Christophorus Ludovicus Franciscus filius legitimus Jacobi Mooser ex Jaun et Theresiae atae Ruchtscho
ex Jaun et Margaritha filia legitma Antonii Cottier ex Jaun et Mariae Annae natae Mooser ex Jaun.
The marriage of Christophe Mooser and Margaret Cottier took place January 11, 1865. Christophe was
thirty years old and Margaret was sixteen years old. Christophe was born September 17, 1835. Margaret
was born September 27, 1849.

Mooser Family Tree

4
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Their first child, Marie Ida (known as Ida) was born September 16, 1878, more than thirteen years after
their marriage. This was my mother, Ida Mooser Hattemer.
According to my mother, Margaret had been
unable to become pregnant, but she nonetheless
prayed constantly for a baby. Finally she prevailed
upon Christophe to allow her to make a pilgrimage to Lourdes to make her plea. Margaret's
prayers were more than answered. Ida was born
a year later on September 16, 1878. She was followed by nine more children: Arnold (October
8,1879), Oscar(September 17, 1881), Bertha(December 15, 1882), William (May 19, 1884),
Martha Katharina (June 1, 1885), Isabella Therese
(February 11, 1887), Alphons (October 8, i 890),
Robert Maximus (December 2, 1892), Alexis
Theophi (September 13, 1894).
Christopher Mooser and Margaret Cottier Mooser
married in 1869.

The parish records of St. Stephan reveal that Ida Rauber of Jaun was Ida Mooser's godmother and Simon
Currat of Grandvillard was Ida's godfather. Two other Mooser baptismal records were recorded: Robert
Maximus whose godfather was Alphonsus Cottier and
whose godmother was Rosa Boschung, Alexi Theophil
whose godfather was Theophylus Jaggi and whose godmother was Bernadine Rauber.
Alphonse Cottier, a well-known family historian and
archivist living in Marley, a suburb of Fribourg, obtained
these records for me in 1998. Why there were no baptismal records for the other Mooser children, we do not know.
The Mooser family lived in the village of Jaun in the
Canton of Fribourg. (J aun is the German name of the
village, its French name is Bellegarde.) The Jaun Valley
is in the foothills of the Alps. It is an upland meadowlike valley, 3000 to 3300 feet above sea level. The mornings are often hazy and misty. The clouds and the mountains to the east and to the west of the valley often block
the sunshine. Directly east of the center of the valley, a
waterfall comes pouring out from the side of the mountain. It feeds into the trout-filled stream that runs along
the east side of the valley. (One can see this waterfall
from the terrace of Hotel Wasserfall today.) The land, the
flora,and fauna are similar to the flora and fauna and land
formations in the Appalachian Mountains in North
Carolina. The temperature is also similar.

Ida Cottier Rauber and Cecile Cottier Buchs. Sisters of
' · . Margaret' Cottier Mooser. Circa 1925.
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In locating the Jaun Valley on a topographical map of Switzerland, one can immediately see its important
strategic position. The J aunpass route is the shortest way from the Geneva region to Interlaken and the
celebrated Jungfrau and to Lucerne. This strategic position explains why the Hotel Wasserfall in Jaun has
thrived for several hundred years. (The topography of Switzerland, dominated by the Alps, is even displayed as a top layer on one of the best known Swiss products, Nestle's chocolates.)

Topograhical map of the Jaun Pass

In the year of 1888, 843 people lived in Jaun. The homes in the village were built closely together in the
small valley. There was not an abundance of buildable land. At that time, most people in J aun were Catholic. There were eleven families in Jaun each identified by a colorful coat of arms, known as a "Wappen."
Wappens are still carried in parades and displayed in holiday decorations .

. 23

cofnm

MOOSER
6
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One cannot imagine having any secrets in a small village like Jaun. My mother knew the history of every
family in Jaun. Most of the families were related in some way to her family.

IDA COTTIER RAUBER & NACHKOMEN.
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The Christophe Mooser and Margaret Cottier families were well known in the village. The Mooser
family was one of the older and most prolific, and the Cottier family was among the oldest and most
influential in the valley. These two families have lived in Jaun since the twelfth century. The age difference
of Christophe and Margaret at the time of their marriage (15 years) was not uncommon, but it must have
given some neighbors fodder for gossip. When no children ensued from their marriage for thirteen years,
it probably was common knowledge that the devout Margaret was praying for a miracle. The whole village
knew she went to Lourdes and for what purpose. Christophe and Margaret had ten children in the sixteen
years following her pilgrimage to Lourdes. Margaret's evidence of the value of prayer and pilgrimage
reportedly greatly increased the traffic on the road to Lourdes, or, perhaps her abundant blessing slowed it
down.
My mother told me that occasionally, her mother would become stressed out with the children's behavior
and she would tell Christophe that the children were driving her mad. His consoling words were, "Ach
Margaret, du hast zu viel Lourdes Wasser getrinken." (Oh Margaret, you just drank too much Lourdes
water.)
From my mother's stories and the foregoing information, along with demographic and historical information about Switzerland in the last half of the eighteen hundreds, we get a clear picture of this family of
twelve, a family with minimal resources, trying to survive and thrive in this tiny village. Among Christophe
· and Margaret Mooser's progeny the question arises: why did this big family take the precarious step of
immigration to America? Can you imagine a mother and father with ten children, the youngest still in
arms, and the father almost sixty years old, embarking on such a journey? Were they foolhardy or courageous? Perhaps we can understand their decision better when we consider Christophe's background and
the economic conditions and his situation at that time.
Ida Mooser, my mother, was Christophe's strongest supporter. Much of what she told me I confirmed
with records from the J aun archives and official documents, which Christophe brought with him from
Switzerland. (A list of his documents which still exist is contained in the Appendix.)
Christophe was the son of Jacob Mooser, a blacksmith in Im Fang, a village contiguous to J aun. As a boy,
Christophe worked in the "Schmitte shop" and learned the blacksmith trade. When I first visited Jaun and
Im Fang almost forty years ago, I met some old timers who remembered Christophe as a blacksmith. A
blacksmith in those days was a highly skilled iron and metal worker who was capable of making tools,
metal parts, and instruments and of repairing metal equipment as well as affixing horseshoes. The site of
the Jacob Mooser blacksmith shop in Im Fang is marked today on the site of the village post office built in
1965.
Among Christophe's surviving letters and documents is a report card sent to his father from Normal
School, Fribourg (teacher's college) in 1854. According to this report, his best grade was in French Language. His grandchildren had often wondered how he became fluent in French growing up in a Germanspeaking village. The fact that he studied French and was an excellent student explains how Ida Mooser
Hattemer became fluent in French.
Christophe received his official certificate from Canton Fribourg to teach school in 1855. The archives of
Jaun and the official teaching certificates tell us that he was the schoolmaster in Jaun from 1856 to 1862.
He resigned over the refusal of the community to raise his salary above 435 Swiss Francs per annum. This
ended Christophe's career as an educator, at age 27.

8
Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2000

9

Swiss American Historical Society Review, Vol. 36 [2000], No. 3, Art. 8

Documents show that in 1865, the year of his marriage, Christophe was summoned to Nuechatel to sign
papers related to his appointment as a federal game warden. Other official documents tell us that he continued in this position and in other appointed offices until the mid 1880's. The game warden position is called .
"der Wildhuter " in German. The position was handed down in the Mooser family for about a 100 years,
beginning with Christophe. However, it ended tragically for the Christophe Mooser family.
Historian Alphonse Cottier of Fribourg told me this story: "Your grandfather was game warden in Jaun
and helped a poor fellow who was apprehended for killing a chamois mountain goat out of season near a
place called Chruzli ("little cross") which is situated on a street today called le Petit Mont. Your grandfather did not prosecute the poor guy under the condition that he keep his mouth shut. For some reason
however, Martin Mooser, who always envied his brother's job, heard the story and betrayed your grandfather to the police. Christophe lost his employment, and Martin was appointed game warden in Christophe's
place. This is the reason why Christophe and his family decided to emigrate to America."
My mother gave a little different account of this regrettable incident. She said that Christophe's brother
Martin and some of his fri_ends were poaching or hunting out of season. Christophe, the game warden,
learned of this and warned them that he would not hesitate to prosecute if he caught them. He caught them
and because offalse witnesses, he was not successful in the prosecution. This puiportedly ended Christophe's
job as game warden and Martin was given the job.
Which is the accurate account? I don't know. But, I think Alphonse's opinion is right, that this incident
contributed to Christophe and Margaret's eventual decision to leave their beloved Switzerland. Shortly
after this event, the family moved to Pontarlier, France. Why Pontarlier was chosen as the place to move is
not clear. It is a small town in France 50 kilometers east of Lake Neuchatel and about 150 kilometers from
Jaun. My mother said her mother did not like the town because there was flagrant immorality among the
people there and she wanted to get away from it immediately.
Our cousin Rosemary Bochud told us that when my mother and her sister Martha visited Switzerland in
1960 Ida told them that she went to school in Pontarlier and she recited a poem she learned in that school
called, "Le Petit Souris" (The Little Mouse). Ida also told Rosemary that while in Pontarlier she worked in
the telegraph office.
The Mooser family returned to Jaun after less than two years in Pontarlier.
Historian Alphonse Cottier confirmed that Christophe then managed the Hotel Wasserfall for a short
period, and my mother, at age 14, became the telegraph mistress at the hotel. This was after the family
returned to Switzerland from France (Circa 1892).
In 1892, an itinerant French artist painted portraits of Christophe and Margaret in exchange for shelter at
the Hotel Wasserfall. My mother was so proud of the beautiful oil paintings of her parents, which the
family had carried with them from Switzerland. These old paintings still exist. The paintings have been
carefully restored, at considerable expense to Ida's granddaughters, Sherry Vetter Bums and Susann Vetter .
Wilcoxson, and presently hang on the walls in their homes.
Ida often spoke of her father practicing homeopathic and herbal medicine when there were no doctors
available. She said that frequently Christophe would take her with himo11:sick calls. On my first visit to
the Jaun Valley, I met an elderly villager who told me that my grandfather; Christophe, could not set his
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neighbor's broken femur. No conveyance was available, so Christophe put the man in a wheelbarrow and
pushed him to a village where there was a doctor who could set the bone.
Customarily, when we Hattemer children were ill, my mother would give us some home remedy which
she told us she learned about from her father. In the summer, we gathered certain herbs and wild cherries
and prepared herbal medicine for use in the winter as ointments or poultices to rub on our chests when we
had coughs and colds. She covered the ointment with a piece of flannel cloth pinned to our nightgowns to
hold the cloth in place. It felt so warm and good. The next morning we were over our coughs.

In the early 1890's, there was a drought in the Jaun valley, causing a severe shortage of feed for the
cattle. It became so bad that farmers in the J aun valley gave their cattle to farmers in the canton of Valais
rather than see the cattle perish for lack of feed. This catastrophe, no doubt, had an effect on the financial
condition of the Mooser family. My mother said her father suffered losses when notes he had signed for his
friends were foreclosed.

It is easy to imagine Christophe still smarting from his ordeal of losing his game warden position in such
a disagreeable way, the disappointing move to Pontarlier, the embarassment suffered by the whole family
on their return to Jaun, not to mention the financial shock that accompanied all these setbacks. Margaret
was always supportive and loving through these troubles, my mother used to say. With nine children in
1892, the eldest only 14 years old, and the breadwinner almost 55 years old, what were Christophe and
Margaret's options?
Immigration certainly was an attractive consideration even though Pontarlier was a failure. Other Swiss
had gone to America and sent back glowing reports, even the Mooser's own relatives from the Jaun Valley.
Ida Mooser Hattemer's narrative, written many years later, gives us, her descendents, an understanding
and appreciation of our ancestor's quest for the kind of life they had dreamed of for themselves and their
children. The Mooser family's faith, courage and trust will be remembered and be there to inspire us one
day when needed.

10
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My Journey Through The World In Happiness And Sorrow
By Ida Mooser Hattemer

Faith, Hope and Love were what I based my life upon and Trust in God is what I have always held onto.
Here I want to tell my story about my life adventure from the ~st day my family left our dear, little
village of Im Fang, in the Jaun Valley, in Canton Fribourg, in Switzerland on October 2, 1895. My father
and mother with seven children are risking leaving their homeland for America. Three of their children,
Martha, William and Arnold were already in Kentucky in America. My father and mother had already ·
made the decision in 1891 to immigrate to America and when the opportunity came for any ofus to safely
get to America, we were ready.
Martha was seven years old in 1891 when she had the chance to accompany a family from Biel, a widow
who had three children, a son 14 years old and two daughters, one 16 and the other 17 years old. Martha
would stay in Louisville, Kentucky with a cousin named Rosa Kottman and her husband Joseph. Rosa
Kottman was a cousin, the daughter of my Aunt Marie, my father's sister. Rosa had no children and would
dearly love to have Martha until her parents immigrated to Kentucky, U.S.A. Martha was a very independent child and could easily adapt to such conditions.
In 1893, my Aunt Marie came from East Bernstadt, Kentucky to Im Fang to visit her elderly father Jacob
Mooser, my grandfather, and her brother Christophe, my father. She had been in America for thirteen
years. Her father was a blacksmith and also a shoemaker and still operated a small blacksmith shop at Im
Fang.

Aunt Marie stayed in Im Fang until April 1894. She begged my father to allow her to take my brother
William back to America with her. Father and mother were agreeable and allowed William to go to America
with Aunt Marie. Aunt Marie strengthened my father and mother's conviction that America was the place
for us and William going to America with Aunt Marie would make it easier for the large family having one
less to watch. William, an excited ten year old, was happy for the adventure about to begin for him. After
a month we received news that Aunt Marie and William had arrived in good condition in America and were
now at Aunt Marie's home in East Bernstadt, Kentucky, where the earlier Swiss colony had settled.
At this time I was fifteen years old, and since January 1893 I had been a clerk at the Hotel Wasserfall in
Jaun. Baptiste Philip Mooser was the proprietor and his wife, who was called Budis Aloisia, besides being
the hostess of the Hotel Wasserfall also worked the telegraph services. In addition, she was a skilled
seamstress. She would teach me all these skills which I was anxious to learn. At that time there were not
many tourists coming to J aun, so the hotel was not busy. This gave me time to learn many skills from
Budis for which I was forever grateful.
In the following year, it was decided to send my 14-year-old brother, Arnold, to America, all alone. Our
dear cousin, Rosa Kottman in Louisville, Kentucky, would help us with everything. Her husband, Joseph
Kottman, had a business in Louisville where he was well known and liked among the business people of
Louisville.

11
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My brother Arnold worked for the Kottmans in Louisville and was already earning a salary. We were
happy and satisfied and hopeful that we would soon follow him. He was so young but he could see that
America would be better for his whole family. He wrote to us that he thought that we should make preparations to leave Im Fang for America as soon as possible.
I left my employment at Hotel Wasserfall reluctantly to help prepare for the journey, even though I liked
working at the hotel and learned so much there. By this time, I had learned to operate the telegraph and
acquired seamstress skills so now I busied myself making new clothing for my seven sisters and brothers
so they will make a nice appearance in America.
Cousin Rosa Kottman had plans for us in Louisville, Kentucky. Therefore we should come directly to
Louisville from New York, which would take about 24 hours. We should arrive in Louisville about the
22nd of October 1895, from the long ship journey.
Three weeks before we were to leave Switzerland for America we received the sad news that our cousin
Rosa Kottman had died. This was certainly a severe blow to us. The one who had made such plans to keep
us from going to East Bernstadt where we had first planned to go. She had already told us that the place
where we first planned to go, East Bernstadt had little or no advantages for us. On top of this, there were
no good wages to be earned there and was just nine miles away were the terrible coal mines where men
worked deep beneath the earth all day for little wages. There were no streets and roads. In winter, two
mules pulled your wagon over the muddy earth. The Americans who lived around there needed saddle
horses to go anywhere. I was astonished when I saw a picture postcard of the postal carrier riding a mule.
She had a long rifle over one shoulder and the postal bag over the other. This woman postal carrier
delivered the mail nine miles from Pittsburgh, Kentucky to East Bernstadt, Kentucky.
The disappointment my father mentioned often was that he suspected that there were many thieves, liars,
and swindlers involved in this Kentucky land deal. It was difficult to know what was true. The ship's agent
company operating in Switzerland, Zweilchen, was well known in eastern Kentucky.
Around the year of 1880, this company bought hundreds of acres from the government at dirt-cheap
prices. The government wanted to get this land settled. The Americans from the eastern states skipped over
this land because they found more productive land to the west in Indiana and Illinois. The Kentucky land
was not good productive land. There was coal near the surface of the land. Only through hard work and at
much cost could one finally make the crops grow.
There was only uncleared forest when my Aunt Marie and her husband, Alois, arrived with their children
Julia, Rosie, William, Marie, and Theresa in 1882. All were very much surprised and I expect disappointed
with East Bernstadt. Those, who had enough money, turned around and settled elsewhere.
My Aunt Marie had nine children who could work. Many young people left the Bemstadt settlement and
found work in the nearby states of Tennessee, Ohio and in Louisville, Kentucky. This way the young
people could help their parents. One needed much money to buy groceries, supplies, plants and seeds.
My sister Martha had been in Louisville three years with Cousin Joseph Kottman family. She was sent to
school and church. My brother Arnold worked for Mr. Kottman. They were waiting for us to come to
Louisville.

12
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The uncertainty created by so many conflicting reports about East Bernstadt caused my parents much
anxiety. We began to suspect that there would be much trouble, pain, suffering and much work to be done.
We worried about the younger children going to school and to church. My father, a former schoolteacher,
worried about schools and my mother worried about church. There was a school but at a great distance
from our new proposed location in East Bernstadt. There was a Catholic Church but we could hear mass
only once a month. A missionary priest came up from Middleboro, Kentucky to say mass.
The Swiss colony seemed to divide itself according to religion. The Protestants (Evangelicals) were in
the majority. They named their settlement Bernstadt. The Catholics named their settlement East Bernstadt.
I am sure my parents had second thoughts about Kentucky but it was too late now. Arnold, William and
Martha were already there and all our assets were liquidated and the journey expenses were already paid to
East Bernstadt, Kentucky.

Now the journey from Jaun, ImFang to
America
On the 2nd of October 1895 we told all of our relatives goodbye. Our dear dependable uncle, Alfonse
Cottier, my mother's brother, drove us in a wagon to
Bulle and then accompanied us from Bulle as far as
Romont on the train, where we had to board another
train to Bern. In Bulle, the cattle market was going on
at the moment we arrived. There were many people
standing around, looking at us curiously when they
heard that we were on our way to America. Among
this great crowd of people were pickpockets whose
work was easy among crowds. We were all aboard the
train with our luggage when suddenly our father
jumped onto the train platform and shouted, "Police!
Police, there is a thief." This announcement really
excited the crowd. My father saw a working pickpocket from the train window.

Title page from a prayer book, given to Margaret Cottier
Mooser (Ida's mother and my grandmother) by her brother
Alphonse at her departure from Jaun. Margaret passed it
down to her daughter; Ida Mooser Hattemer. It was then
passed to Alphonse's daughter; Eugenie Cottier Wise who
passed it to me, Theodore Hattemer. It was originally
printed in Cincinnati, Ohio in 1870.

Before my mother's uncle Alphonse stepped offthe train
at Romont to say his final goodbye he gave his sister
Margaret a gift, a prayer book. Margaret treasured this
prayer book and at her death she gave it to her daughter Ida, my mother, who kept that prayer book on her
bedside table as long as I can remember. When my
mother died she gave her prayer book to Eugenie Cottier
Wise, Alphonse's daughter and my mother's dearest
cousin. A year before Eugenie's death, she brought this
prayer book to me in Cincinnati and fold me she wanted
me to have it. I opened the praye.r book to a marker in
the prayer book and my eyes fell on the printed word
Cincinnati. This prayer book printed in German was
made in Cincinnati in 1870.
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We arrived in Bern where we had to register with the ship's agent. We had to stay in a hotel overnight in
Bern. The next morning we went to Paris, where we had our lunch together in a hotel dining room. Then
from Paris to Le Harve, where we had a good evening meal to quiet our hunger. Then we took a ship to
Southhampton, England. We enjoyed a very good breakfast in Southhampton. It was already the 5th of
October. By the time we completed all the inspections and boarding, it was the 6th of October. Finally,
there were over 500 passengers from Ireland, England and other countries aboard our ship. Our steamship
was named "The St. Louis."

· Now The Big Ocean Voyage
Some of us became seasick on this little ship. My father and my brother Oscar were always full of pep,
lively and merry. In the evenings, there was music and dancing. My mother was forever seasick and
remained in bed. The ship's command had ordered all passengers on deck so that the entire ship could be
cleaned, unless they had an acceptable reason to remain below. I had the duty to take care of the children.
My father was always in good spirits trying to cheer mother up and encouraging her, telling her that she
would feel better if she went on deck but she preferred the bed. Our youngest brother, Alex, was cute and
attractive with his rosy cheeks, but he could not walk yet. There was a big, friendly Irishman by us, whom
my brother Alex liked. He always carried Alex around the ship to pass the time. For fourteen days we had
stormy weather, the safety nets were spread around both sides of the ship to keep people from being blown
or washed overboard.
Finally, after many days we began to see land. There was great excitement. We observed America from
the ship. When the Statue of Liberty appeared, all the people yelled out, "At Last, America!" Now a little
steamship came from the harbor to lead our ship into the harbor. When the younger children heard the
steamship whistle blow, meaning that they were happy to see us, they thought it was the bellow of a young
steer in the Alps and paid no attention.
Then came the examination of the passengers. We inquired about the advertising concerning the Bernstadt.
We asked, "Was it really s,o wonderful as the advertising said?" We got only smiles for answers. Many
Swiss people from the small Cantons were going to California where they had relatives and acquaintances
that would help them in that part of the country. They were full of plans for their future. Some bought land
or intended to establish a milk business or raise fruit like oranges, apples, apricots, pears or grapes. Father
said often that we should go to such a land for there one could have a better existence. We were destined
for something far more difficult. We were routed as the ship agent directed on to East Bemstadt.
All beginnings are difficult but when one had a good spirit it goes better. It came as a big surprise and bad
luck for us that Rosa Kottman died so suddenly in Louisville. Aunt Marie insisted that the agent not let us
come to Louisville instead they wanted us in East Bernstadt. We were sent in some roundabout way by
train and then on a small boat across the Potomac to a railroad station, where a train would take us through
West Vrrginia. We had to wait in a railroad station from 9AM until 9PM for the train. We were the only
passengers in the train station.
One can think what a shock it was to our poor parents who now began to suspect that maybe we had been
misled and swindled. What poor land they were going to hang their hopes on?

The deal with the land company included the passage, eighty acres on a deferred payment plan and a
house. The house was a]orlorn shack with a dirt floor. The land was $4-.00 per acre with $20.00 down and
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the balance of $300. 00 at 6% interest with a 5 year term. I have a copy of the deed which transferred the
property back to the company in 1901.

I did not remain in East Bernstadt very long. We older children found work in Louisville. We sent
money and supplies to East Bernstadt, so much as possible. My cousins helped us find places to live and
work in Louisville, Kentucky.
My brother Arnold had a job and Martha was now eleven years old and a teenager who needed her
parent's love and attention. She had to return to her parents in East Bernstadt. She could no longer go to
St. Mary's Church and school in Louisville where she has learned very little.
I have been in Louisville for a year. I went as often as possible to visit my parents and family in East
Bernstadt. They made very little progress in the last year despite their hard work. The next year, Bertha
who was now 14 years old, came to Louisville. Next came Oscar who found work immediately as a
milkman with Felix Buchs, a Switzer, who was a milker at a dairy farm.
I became acquainted with a good Catholic, German family whose grandparents were also here in Louisville and knew the environs well. I talked to them about my parents living in East Bernstadt and how
miserable it was. I told them how concerned I was about my four little sisters and brothers who would soon
have to go to school. They had been to Catholic Church services only one time since they came to America.
My family lived nine miles from the church and had to walk. The church was close to a little peaceful
village called East Bernstadt where my Aunt Marie and uncle Alois Moser lived with their daughters Julia,
Marie. The rest of their children left East Bernstadt.
Aunt Marie's husband was Alois Moser with one "o ". His gravestone is in St. Sylvester Church cemetery
at East Bernstadt, KY.

When I went to East Bernstadt, now the fourth time, I told my
parents that this is the last time I would come to East Bernstadt to
try to convince them to give up East Bernstadt and move to Louisville so we can all be together. All of us could come to a home
after work. Soon after this, my dear mother came to Louisville
for a little visit and stayed for a week. Father would not sell the
East Bemstadt property. Finally, mother and the four children
came to Louisville and we rented a house in the West End of
Louisville on 34 th and Market Street near where the children can
go to a Catholic school and church. Mother was so happy.
Now it was in January 1899. After four years of hard work it
was only a little better in East Bemstadt and father was still there
trying. We received a letter from father saying that he thinks it
would be much more prudent for him to remain,in East Bemstadt.

Ida Mooser Hattemer, Circa 1899, age 21

Aunt Marie had filled his head full of nonsense. She convinced
her brother that he could not earn an existence in Louisville. At
age sixty-four, he was just too old. He should remain where he
knew he could work. Arnold went to East Bemstadt to talk to
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father but to no avail. Next Felix Buchs went to East Bernstadt; he had no success with father. Then we
said, "Okay, you stay there but we will send you no more money, no supplies and no news." Finally after
a little time, father let us know that he would come.
We added a kitchen and a living room and redecorated the little house we now owned on north 35 th street
in Louisville. With all these new, nice surroundings, plenty to eat and a little extra money in our pockets,
one can realize how poor and almost worthless the East Bernstadt area farm was at that time compared to
what we now had in Louisville.

End of March 1899
Here in Louisville there are many business people, some from Germany, Alsace Lorraine, France and
also from Switzerland. We live in the western part of the city where the people are very friendly. My
parents are beginning to believe their industry and hard work will soon fulfill their hopes and even earn
them their citizenship.
An important businessman has lent my father $1,000 at 6% interest. He can pay the $1,000 back in a
short time. Father bought a cow for milk at home. In a short time they had fifteen cows. The three younger
brothers helped father so much with the cows. Now they have the Mooser Dairy delivering milk to the
neighborhood.
Meanwhile Arnold worked in a large hotel called The Seelbach. He was nineteen years old. William was
learning a good trade called electric lighting fixture maker. This was the time when everyone was switching to electric lights. William learned the trade so well he wanted to teach his brothers and go into the
business of making electric lighting fixtures for churches and large buildings. Mother is so happy that we
are all together. She bakes bread, which tastes so good to all of us. She also has a large garden and many
productive hens that give enough eggs for all of us. Mother fattens two pigs, which we butcher for our
meat. Someone said that here we have no chimney to smoke the meat like in Switzerland. But we all said,
here we have butter to spread on bread at all times. Before in Switzerland we had butter only on Holy Days
and Christmas.
Martha found a job as a seamstress in a clothing store in the neighborhood. Bertha married Felix Buchs
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who was from Eich in Switzerland. My three older brothers also had a milk business and livestock business. They needed automobiles to get back and forth from the farm they bought. The new farm had a twostory house and was thirty miles from the city, near Middletown, Kentucky. The barn and stalls will have
to be made larger. The older boys had jobs and also took care of the East Side farm. Father looked after the
livestock and the dairy business on the West Side farm and mother and Isabelle took care of the household
work. The younger boys milked and delivered the milk every day in the city.

Christophe and Mararet Mooser Family, circa 1902
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A New Investment
In 1903 I became acquainted with
my man, John Hattemer, who was
from the Rheinhesse region, near
Mainz, in a small town called Gau
Algesheim, Germany. He was employed in the business of importing
wines and liquors and was a spirits
maker with a firm called Hollenbach.
The Hollenbachs were also from Gau
Algesheim and related to John
Hattemer.

John Hattemer checking a bottled wine at Hollenbach Co., 3rd Street,
Loiusville, KY. 1905

John Hattemer went back to Germany to see his mother in 1904.
Later that year, when he returned to Louisville, I married John
Hattemer. He was a hard working man. He owned an interest in
the Hollenbach Company.
In the year of 1906 our first child, a pretty little girl, was born.
We called her Mary Louise.
John Hattemer
There was a temperance movement against alcoholic spirits takand
Ida
Mooser Hattemer
ing place, which might bring about prohibition of alcoholic bevermarried in 1904
ages throughout the country. It made my husband greatly concerned
for his job and business. He did not want to take a chance and suffer a loss so he took his money out of the
firm in order to buy a lot and build a home. I was very happy to have my own home.

Ida Hattemer's new home, built in 1906-1907 at 125 North 34th Street, Louisville, KY.
1926 & 1939 Re-design of Hattemer Family Home. ·
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In 1907, God sent us our second child; we named him William. Now there was much more work. This
child could not digest the cow's milk. Finally, we had to give him goat milk and then everything went
better for him.
In 1908, God sent us another son. We named him Joseph. He was small but strong and healthy and
thrived on the cow's milk. I was very happy, especially because my dear parents were so close to me.
Mother would come often and take William with her. This would give me time to give attention to the baby
Joseph.
In 1909, our fourth child came into the world. We named him Louis. This was also the year that my dear
mother went to Switzerland for a visit to her relatives. She was so happy to be in Im Fang and Jaun to see
her family of ten brothers and sisters, their families and relatives.
This was the same year that an automobile hit William as he ran unnoticed to cross the street. He
received a badly broken leg. He was in bed for five long weeks with a structure built around the bed to
stretch and keep his broken bones in place for proper healing. After William was out of his cast, my sister,
Martha, took William for some days to give me relief, William's broken bones healed very well.
On November 10, 1910 dear God sent us another son. We called him Henry. When he was a year old he
became ill. The doctors didn't know what was wrong with Henry. We almost gave up when we decided to
try a specialist doctor. This doctor made an injection in Henry's back. In a week the baby was standing up
and recovering. That winter the children had measles and diphtheria.
At this time my husband was now working at the West Louisville Brewery at 34th and Market Streets
where he was the superintendent of the bottling shop. John loved his garden where he spent all of his free
time. He had a beautiful grape arbor and an orchard of fruit trees. We made preserves, grape jelly and
wine. He grew special plants and he harvested a second crop of potatoes each year.
In April 1912, our fifth son Robert arrived. This gave us more to do. I was happy and satisfied that all my
children were healthy.
We had another worry. The temperance people and especially the Baptists were shouting that the distilleries and breweries had to close. For the drinker this was a good decision, but those who wanted spirits
could make their own or buy it illegally.
When the vote was over the Temperance Issue won. There was prohibition of the production of spirits
and all alcoholic beverages. It began during 1912 and by 1913 all the distilleries and breweries were
closed. Many workers were now unemployed. My father made the observation that Prohibition would not
be successful. Already, people were making homebrew and whiskey was being distilled and sold privately.
1913 was a year filled with trouble for me. My husband was one of those who were unemployed. He
was sick over it. He felt as if it were a personal persecution for him and he became mentally unbalanced.
We had to put him in a sanatorium and we were given little hope for recovery.
No~ I was alone with six little children. What grief and dismay did I go through? I had great faith in
God and my prayers. I was so thankful that my parents lived near me. They were well aware of my
problems and they helped, encouraged and comforted me. After four months my husband began to recover.
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John had befriended a young man and gave him a job. The young man now came forward to befriend
John. He asked my husband to work for him in a hardware store he had just opened. John began over again
in a new work environment at a very low wage for which he was grateful.
On September 19, 1914, God gave us a little girl. We named her Angela. Now there were seven children.
On November 3, 1915 another little girl was born. We called her Bernadette. She saw the light of the
world as a very small child who also had trouble digesting the cow's milk. This was so important to us
because we got the cow milk free from my parent's dairy. Despite all these difficulties things were going
much better for us.
I must take this opportunity to go back a little to mention that two of my sisters, Martha and Isabelle, traveled to Gratz, Austria in 1912 to witness cousin Tobias
Cottier's celebration of his first Holy Mass. After the
celebration they went to Switzerland to visit our many
cousins. When they returned to Louisville they needed
a rest. They had become acquainted with some young
men and wanted to go to California to see them. First
they went to San Francisco. I missed my sisters very
much. Both Martha and Isabelle were married in California.
In 1917, my mother went to California to visit her
brave daughters and to satisfy my father that Isabelle _
and Martha were happy. It was too bad that my mother
spoke so little English. She got along all right.
Children of Ida and John Hattemer
Mary Louise, Angela, Robert, & Bernadette, Circa 1916

These California. visits were fruitful and productive
for everyone but my sister, Isabelle, whose tragic death
came in 1918 shortly after the birth of her son Alphonse.

I am told that Isabelle had a seizure and fell through the back screen door. She was found dead.

In 1917 America became entangled in World War 1. My brother Alex was called in the draft. He was
shipped overseas very quickly. It seemed so long before we had news from him. He was in Germany and
was in good health. The following year my brother Alphonse was drafted. Thank God neither was injured
and both survived the war in good health.
On the 2nd of February 1918 God sent us another son. We called this child Theodore. He was a very
healthy child.
While we were at war many changes were taking place in Louisville. There was a large military barracks
called Camp Taylor being built on a large plat of land on the south side of the city and everywhere you
could see army officers and soldiers.
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One day we were surprised when a soldier came to visit us. He was my husband's cousin who had come
to America in 1903 and worked for Hollenbachs for a short time. My husband came to Louisville in 1904.
This cousin had left Louisville by this time and went to South America and became a soldier. Upon his
return to America he became an American citizen and an American soldier. He died before the war ended
and left a wife but no children.
When our children were small we always spoke German at home. When the war broke out we avoided
talking German because the other children laughed at us and some called us Kaiser Williams. Our children
were going to St. Anthony Church and school where religion was still taught in German and the name on
the school building and school hall remains "St Antonius Schule und Halle."
When Louis got out of the eighth grade he did not want to go to high school he wanted to become a baker,
like the bakers he helped after school. Louis could learn this trade from our willing friend Adolph Tonare
who was also a Switzer from Im Fang.
When Mary Louise finished her four years of high school ishe found a good position as a secretary at the
Courier Joumal newspaper. She stayed in this position for 11 years.

Ida and John Hattemer Family, circa 1928
Top row: Robert (b.1912), Henry (b.1910), Louis (b.1909), Joseph (b.1908).
Bottom Row: Mary Louise (b.1906), Theodore (b.1918), John (Father b. 1873), Ida (Mother, b. 1878),
Bernadette (b .1915), Angela (b .1914.), Absent: William (b. 1907).
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When my son Henry graduated from the eighth grade he also wanted to work in the bakery and learn the
trade from Adolph Tonare. Both Louis and Henry learned the trade quickly. When Adolph wanted to visit
Switzerland he put his trust in my sons to take care of his bakery business. My sons did a good job for
Adolph during his absence. When he returned he was happy with his proteges' success in their management of his bakery. This was remarkable when you consider how young these boys were. I believe Louis
was seventeen and Henry was fifteen years old at that time
Shortly after this time Henry became ill. The doctors did not give his aching legs any relief. I remembered a home remedy that my father used in his homeopathic medicine treatments in Switzerland. I wrapped
his legs with hot, wet sheets and wrapped thin woolen blankets over the sheets. I kept him wrapped like
this for several hours each day. After a few days the treatment began to help him. In few weeks he was
back on his feet and working.
Robert went from the eighth grade to a Franciscan Seminary in southern Indiana to study for the priesthood. He was a very brave youngster. He remained there two years and then decided to come home. He
came down with malaria fever, he was very sick and he had no appetite. Then he had to give up his studies.
On top of this unpleasant news he had to remain in bed four weeks. He began to recover and soon returned
to health. The prayers had helped.
About this time my husband also became seriously ill. He had a nervous breakdown with his memory
seeming to leave him. The doctor came often to visit him and also Father Fridolin, our St. Anthony's parish
pastor. When he began to recover I was so happy and thankful to God.

A New Capital Venture
Shortly after Adolph returned to his business from Switzerland, he decided that he wanted to sell his
business. He told us that he thought Louis and Henry were clever boys and he thought they should buy the
business. Adolph Tonare said he believed the business would pay for itself. My husband was a very frugal
man who carefully and secretly put money aside when _he could. He also had unknown interests with his
boss and friend A.B .Madlon. Albert Madlon, besides running a hardware store, had a farm in Indiana
where he and John also had a hidden still. They distilled whiskey, which was secretly distributed through
the hardware store. I never learned the true value of John's share of this illegal enterprise. I was always so
frightened with the thought of John being caught by the Federal Government Agents and maybe go to jail.
I just put it out of my mind.
Louis and Henry bought the bakery with the help of
their father and the good terms of Adolph Tonare.

Hattemer Brothers Bakery, 34th & Market Sts.
Founded by wuis & Henry Hattemer, 1930

Just about this time in 1926 when this business venture was being talked about, my youngest son, who
was eight years old, was invited to my butter and egg
man's farm in Indiana for a few days vacation. Mr.
Raque liked Theodore and he had a large family himself so we let Theodore go with him. The second-day
he was there, Theodore was up on a high ladder picking cherries with a syrup bucket tied around his waist
in which to drop the picked cherries. The ladder was
22
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not securely set against the upper tree branches. When Theodore advanced near the ladder top the ladder
slipped through the unsupporting branches and came crashing to the ground with Theodore falling flat
against the ground with the bucket smashing against his stomach.
When Mr. Raque saw the boy on the ground he knew he was badly injured. He rushed Theodore home.
I called the doctor who came immediately and diagnosed the injury as a severe rupture from the impact of
the bucket. Theodore was near death when the injury affected his appendix and right kidney. It was six
months before he recovered. He missed almost the entire third grade, but he was a good student and went
right ahead.
After a few years the Bakery was prospering with almost all the family working there. Robert was
sixteen years old and already a good salesman. He was the sales manager of the wholesale division of the
company. Robert called on small comer groceries to sell them bakery goods, which he also delivered early
every morning. The stores were not open yet when the pans of bakery goods were delivered. There were
3 foot by 4 foot boxes with lids sitting in front or to the side of the grocery stores. The pans of bakery goods
were placed in the boxes until the storeowner opened his stote and brought the bakery goods inside and set
them on the counter. Soon sales were so successful the boys had two trucks for delivery of their merchandise. They were all under twenty years old. Mary Louise was the bookkeeper, Louis and Henry the bakers,
Robert and then Joseph also were the salesmen and deliverymen, Angela, Bernadette and Theodore, were
the pan cleaners in the afternoon and the doughnut fryers after supper. William was, from time to time the
truck mechanic.
When Louis was twenty years old, he told his father and me that he wanted to marry his girl friend Lulu
Mae Denton and that it was okay with her parents. Louis was so young, even his younger brothers thought
so. Establishing a home required a lot of money and the outlook for business was not so good at this time.
Prohibition had its economic effect. This time was at the height of the Great Depression of the 1930s.
There were so many people out of work. Many people were losing their homes because they had no work
and no income to pay for their homes. Louis and Lula Mae got married anyway.
In 1929 there was a terrible tragedy. My brother Oscar accidentally drowned in the Salt River where he
was fishing. There was a flash flood and when Oscar went to check his fish lines he apparently slipped into
the flooded river and was carried into the river's swift current. Oscar could not swim. He left a wife and
his five children.
This was 1932. Franklin D. Roosevelt was elected President. One of the first things he said was, "Let's
make an end of Prohibition," and he did. M~y breweries and distilleries opened again. Now there was
enough work again. Everything seemed to be going better with Roosevelt as our president.
Louis was happily married but it seemed difficulties started and just kept coming for Louis. His fatherin-law died suddenly and left his family whom Louis wanted to help. The bakery had bad times which was
partly caused by the depression times and young inexperienced management. The bakery finally collapsed
and everyone had to find a new start. From 1931 until 1936 were depression times and most people had to
adjust to some difflcult times.
Robert was now working in Detroit where he met and married a beautiful young lady named Marion.
In June 1934 our oldest daughter Mary Louise married John Boyle whom she had been going with for a
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few years. It was a beautiful wedding with her brothers and sisters in the wedding. But it was sad because
they were going to live in Cincinnati where John Boyle worked.
By this time Theodore had graduated from St. Xavier High School and was enrolled at the University of
Louisville and though it was difficult for him because of the lack of money, he tried.
At this time Henry was working as a baker for Adolph Tonare again. Adolph had gone back in the bakery
business. Angela was working at Standard Sanitary Company and Bernadette was working at Stewart Dry
Goods Company.
In 1936, I was in St. Joseph's hospital for a serious goiter removal operation. The first day after the
operation I got along reasonably well. The second day I was so sick that I received the Sacrament of the
dying. I lost so much blood that I was unconscious. There was a nurse at my bedside all day and night.
The Franciscan priest came and gave me so much help and encouragement. Surprisingly and unexpectedly
I became better so fast that I was able to come home in 10 days.
When I came home there was such sad news waiting for me. My son Robert's wife Marion died after the
birth of their precious child. It was a great sadness for us but especially for Robert. I went to Detroit right
away for the funeral. It was so sad for Robert; he was so in love with Marion.
Marion's family had their troubles at that time. Our darling baby Judith didn't even have a chance to
know her own sweet mother. I stayed three weeks in Detroit and came home to Louisville with a heavy
heart. Robert's mother-in-law wanted to care for Judy, but I knew she had too much already. I wanted that
precious baby in Louisville. With Robert's agreement, we brought her to Louisville. Now she was four
months old. John, Angela, Bernadette, Henry, Joseph and Theodore were at home. They all were so happy
with Judy there. Sometimes they would argue over who could hold her. John always had her in his arms
before he went to work.
The depression was still with us. There was still much unemployment. My son William was working in
Detroit at this time. He would send money to me, which helped to pay for my heavy hospital and doctor
bills for my operation.
In January 1937 we had a heavy snow and then it rained for 21 days straight. This weather brought us a
serious flood. Many houses, miles from the river, were under water. The storm sewers which emptied into
the river backed-up and water gushed out of the sewers, like fountains, quickly flooding the streets and
rising in many low places above the rooftops of thousands of houses.
Our house became flooded so quickly that we had to leave in a boat. The only high ground we could go
to was the railroad yards, which were a mile from our house. Relief trains were organized to take people to
Chicago or Detroit if they wanted to go. Angela, Bernadette, Judy and I met Louis and his family in the
railroad yards. They decided to go to Detroit and we decided that we would also go. We had no where else
to go.
John was sick and needed medical care. Theodore took his father to St. Columba's, a neighborhood
church, where there were boats to take sick people to the hospital. The telephones were no longer functioning. Elizabeth Cassin was at our house with Theodore and could not reach her family who had left their
Chestnut Steet house and were with relatives on Bardstown Road.
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The night train ride to Detroit without any luggage was very difficult. We arrived first in Chicago at
9A.M. Then we had to wait in the train station for the Detroit train. We went to the restaurant in the train
station for breakfast. Then we had to go to a different train station to board the Detroit train. We arrived in
Detroit that same evening. We were all so tired from the train and the waiting.
We remained in Detroit four weeks waiting for the water in Louisville to recede. Our baby Judith was
now 15 months old when we came back to Louisville. Henry, Theodore and Joseph washed and cleared
out the soil and mud that had come in the house with the water. All the house had to be cleaned again after
the ruined furniture carpets and debris were removed. I was glad we were all safe and this trouble was
behind us. I was especially happy that my parents did not have to suffer a flood too.
My husband, John, was very much affected by the flood and he became sick often. Finally, in October
1937 he became gravely ill and died. I felt relieved that he did not have to suffer and was no longer fearful
and weary.
Robert, Theodore and Henry were all three in the life insu1'ance business and doing well. Robert married
Dorothy Becker who was Robert's former girlfriend and who had lost her husband.
Joseph and Theodore were now married and in their homes. So now we were only Angela, Bernadette,
Judy, Henry and I still in our 34th street home where we started in 1907.
In 1940 my sister Martha and I went to California to visit our two nephews, the sons of our deceased
sister Isabelle. We went by bus to San Francisco. San Francisco is a city with many sites worth seeing,
famous parks with excellent zoological gardens. It was wonderful. There were many large ships in the
harbor from all over the world, especially the Orient. San Francisco has a large Oriental population. San
Francisco is also a great import and export city. One can see famous shows of whales and seals in the
afternoons in the Bay areas and millions of fish feeding in the harbor.
We visited my sister Martha's former neighbor from the time Martha lived in San Francisco. Our plan
was to remain in San Francisco for three days before going to Orland where our nephews, Isabelle's children, operated a fifty-acre cattle ranch.
Approximately 100 miles north from the farm one can see the snow capped mountains the year around.
Many miles further one can see where the great dam is built. The damned up water is a great advantage
to the landowners in this region. This water from the Stanauer reservoir allows them to irrigate and reclaim
land to production that would otherwise be wasteland. My sister Isabelle had worked so hard on this
farm to help make it successful. She had such great joy on this farm. It is sad that she had such an
early death. Isabelle had three children, the youngest, Alphonse, was one year old when Isabelle died.
A year or so after her death, my brother-in-law Kasper married Therese, a Catholic girl who helped him
raise and hold his little family together.
My sister Martha and I left Orland and returned to Louisville, Kentucky. We had to go first to Sacramento and then by bus to San Francisco onto to Chicago and finally to Louisville. The trip took four days
of bus sitting. While riding through this land, we saw every kind of fruit tree: oranges, olives, almonds,
peaches, pears, apricots, lemons and plums. This land offers five times more production possibilities. This
was a wonderful land for farmers. We enjoyed the trip and found it so interesting.
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World War ll started and the attack on Pearl Harbor put us at war with Germany and Japan. Henry
enlisted in 1941 and Joseph soon followed him.
Early in 1943 I received a letter from Alphonse Lichtsteiner, the son of my sister Isabelle, letting us know
that he was stationed in an army camp at Fort Knox, Kentucky not far from us and that he would come to
see us. His brother, Jasper, was talcing care of the farm back home. He said that he wanted to buy a new
automobile and drive it back to California in the very near future. He did not want to drive alone so he
invited my brother William and me to accompany him to California.
I was so happy to accept this invitation because it gave me a chance to visit my son, Joseph, who was
stationed in the army air force camp at St. Bernardino, which was very close to Orland. Now I anxiously
waited for the day to leave. Alphonse came with his new automobile on January 11, 1943. We went to my
bother William's house and picked him up and we were on our way. Alphonse made the announcement
that he had chosen the southern route instead of the northern route to California. We were headed toward
Denver and Pike's Peak. It was Saturday and we were somewhere in Kansas when Alphonse detected
something wrong with the auto. We had to stop and have the problem repaired. We found a nice hotel with
good heat and stayed there for the night.
The next morning we were again on our way when we noticed a church in a small town where people
were going to mass. Since it was Sunday, we stopped to go to mass. When Alphonse noticed the priest had
no server, dressed in his uniform, Alphonse served mass. We were proud of Alphonse.
After mass, in the sacristy the priest thanked him so much for serving and wished him Godspeed. The
town was Kingdom City, Kansas. We drove on from there and were coming into the Colorado countryside.
We wanted to find a place there to eat breakfast. The car would not start. William and Alphonse worked on
it for about a half-hour. Here again we had luck. Three young, strong girls came by. One said, " Here, hold
my suitcase," to the other, "I want to help these people." Then a young fellow came up and said he could
see what was wrong and would fix it. He opened up his car trunk, took out some tools and went to work.
He fixed it. William wanted to pay the young man but he refused to accept anything for his help.
William was not satisfied with Alphonse's decision to go the Denver route! There was snow and ice on
the roads. Alphonse was stubborn about talcing the Denver route. When we drove along a little farther we
saw a sign that told us here was the place to choose either the Mexican Pass or the Tennessee Pass. We
chose the latter and then we had a narrow escape on a curve when another car caused us to have to swerve
over to the shoulder of the road. I had my rosary cross in my hand as I sat in the back seat. It was no longer
fun. We hoped this day of breathtaking _scares would end. Finally, the day was ending and we saw the
lights of a city. It was Reno, Nevada. There were many casinos and other gambling places. ·This is the
place people get divorces. We did not stop for the night; we decided to drive on further so that the next day
we could reach Orland.
When we came near to Los Angeles, we turned north toward Sacramento. Alphonse knew this country
better. Now it began to snow. We stopped as daylight arrived. Alphonse and William went into a barbershop and I went into a store to freshen up a little. Then we went into a restaurant for breakfast.
We drove onto Santa Clara. When we got near his home, Alphonse cried out "my home, my home." He
had only a three-day leave from the army for a home visit. I stayed in Orland with my son, Joseph, and his
wife Blanche.
-
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Then it was time to return to Louisville. I could get on the bus right here in Orland to start my trip back
home. The bus came from Portland. It was raining a soft, fine rain which later turned into snow. When we
went through Donner-Pass as it is often called, we had to stop and wait for the snowplow to open the road.
After driving 21/2 hours we stopped at a restaurant where we could drink a hot cup of coffee. When I
discovered a fly in the hot cup of coffee, I left it sitting and lost my appetite.
I was always looking for letters from my sons who were in Europe in the war. I prayed for them constantly especially that they would not be killed or have to die without the benefit of the Sacraments. Thank
God if they will come home healthy. My son Henry almost had the chance to visit my dear Switzerland
before he came home from the war in Europe, but when the information comes that a ship is returning to
America, one must jump on the opportunity. Henry had been overseas a long time; 1941to 1945.
Angela met a young soldier from Illinois who was stationed at Fort Knox. His name was Richard Bennett.
They were married shortly after they met.
In 1947, my sister Martha and Lucy Schuwey went to Orland, California to visit the Lichsteiner family.
Lucy Schuwey is the daughter of Henry Schuwey and Bodell Marie Jaggi who immigrated from Im Fang,
Switzerland to Louisville, Kentucky in 1929. Lucy and Alphonse were married later that year. Not to be
outdone by my sister, later that same year, I took Anne Burke, a young neighbor and family friend in
Louisville to visit Orland with me. She met Jasper and shortly after they were married.
I wrote to the California Information Bureau and asked them where the best climate was in California
and they told me it was San Diego so I went there to try it. I stayed there from October 1948 until June
1949. There my health improved, I felt much better. My son Joseph was stationed nearby and came the
next day after my arrival to visit me. I was always happy to see Joseph. I enjoyed his high spirits.
Because of the first mass of Emil Schuwey, I came back to Louisville from San Diego but I intended to
return. Leaving Joseph was very hard. We knew we would see each other again. I had a very miserable
journey back home. I traveled on the bus to Chicago then from Chicago to Louisville. It took five days,
because the bus for some reason could only go 35 miles an hour. Nevertheless, I was satisfied with the
journey even though it was slow. I was so tired. My feet were swollen so bad I could not get my shoes on.
It was nice to come home again to my comfortable home and find my sweet and dependable Angela who
kept our home so nice and clean.
I stayed in Louisville to attend Father Emil Schuway's first Holy Mass and I saw my dear friends Rosa
Schuwey, Emil's aunt and her two brothers who were visiting from Switzerland. Afterwards Father Emil
became a busy vicar in Munster, Ohio.

In October 1949 I returned to San Diego, where the climate of that place made me feel so good. I have a
good opportunity to visit a friend in San Jose in California

My mother did not write in her journal from 1949 until 1959. When her cousin Oswald visited her in
1958 he persuaded her to continue her journal. She kept her promise and sent Oswald a copy as proof.
That is how the copy got in Oswald's possession. During those years she lived in Louisville, Detroit, San
Diego, and Coronado.
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When Henry returned from the army in 1946 he went to Detroit to visit his brother Louis where he
eventually bought a bakery and shortly after Louis also bought a bakery.

I thought about buying a house in Detroit so that William and Henry would have a real home to come
home to. When the sons could not come to an agreement, I went back to California especially since I felt
better in the California climate. There I found my good friend who earlier had been in East Bernstadt. She
didn't live in San Diego but in San Jose. Every morning I could hear three holy masses. In the month of
May, there was a twelve noon mass. His Excellency Bishop Daly invited the faithful to the Sacraments.
Language was no barrier. He spoke eight different languages. At St. Joseph's cathedral it was very convenient one could go to confession from 11 A.M.daily. Every Thursday there are holy hours and a midnight
mass
We saw a little chapel on a high place. There were flowers all around it. We went in, it was an Episcopal
Church, as beautiful as the Catholic Church. A mass was going on using most of the same words of the
Catholic liturgy. We visited the other part of the old city. The Governor's mansion is situated in an
attractive park. Everywhere was lovely flowers in bloom. It was one of the most beautiful churches we
have seen. I met a very fine lady from Vienna, Austria.
I also met a friendly lady from Berlin, Germany who lives in Coronado. Coronado is a beautiful island
across the bay from San Diego. We had to go by bus and then board a small ship, which also has 40
automobiles and some trucks, loaded on the ship to get onto the island. The houses are well designed.
There is no smoke, no dust ,only the deep blue sky and the unending sea. Nearby the English crown prince
found his consort. We visited another island about 20 or 30 minutes farther. It is called la Folla. It was
around Christmas time and the roses were blooming profusely. There was also a friendly church named
Mother of God Church. Many wealthy families live here on this island.
My children wanted me to come back to Louisville. I went back, but first to Detroit. There were my
sons, Louis and Henry, waiting for me at the bus station. My son, Henry, began asking a few teasing
questions like, could I still cook hasenpfeffer, sour tongue and potato soup. He said he would buy a house
if I could still cook these dishes. Dear God my prayers are answered again. Thank you, God. Now we
have a beautiful house just across the street from St.Gerard's Church. There I can go to mass anytime I
want. Here all the relatives are welcome.
I was in Louisville to attend my granddaughter Anne's First Holy Communion. We received a telephone
call at 4 A.M. fromAlpina, Michigan to tell us that my son William was dying. I returned to Detroit the next
day and immediately left for Alpina to see William. Mary Louise and Robert came two weeks later to visit
William with me. We began our six-hour drive to Alpina to visit William. We were stopped by the Highway Police to tell us that William had died earlier that day and the funeral would take place June 10, 1958
at 9 A.M. We returned to Detroit immediately. We called all the family and told them the sad news.
Theodore, Bernadette, Henry drove up to Alpina for the funeral scheduled for June 10. William's wife was
not prepared to pay for the funeral so it was delayed until the Hattemer family paid for the funeral, which
was the next day.
Dear God has given peace to William's soul. I go to mass and communion as often as possible for
William. I prayed for many years that all my children would lead a good and pious life and be prepared at
their end to meet their God. I thank God that William was prepared and received the last Sacraments
before his sad death. William was my mother and father's favorite grandchild because he was with them so
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much as a small child. I had masses said for him in my parish church, St. Gerard. His death was announced
on the following Sunday and our parishioners prayed for him. Msgr. Phillippe came to our house and
offered sympathy to our family.
On February 4th 1959, Martha, Fred VanAlphen, (Martha's husband) and I went with Rita to the funeral
service in Pee Wee Valley, Ky. at St. Aloysius Church for Arnold's wife Emma's funeral mass. Arnold's
wife was ill for a long time. She was well prepared for her death. Arnold found her dead when he returned
from shopping. Arnold will miss her very much. They got along well for so many years together.
After a long pause, I am writing again. It is the 13th of November 1959. I went through the deaths of six
members of our family and relatives and also many other changes. First it was my dear son William. I had
an opportunity to tell you about earlier. I heard on the telephone that my brother William has lost his life.
He had an accident at work and had to give up his business. It was a shame that he had no children to
follow him in his business.
Arnold's death followed so soon after his wife's death.;: He is buried next to his wife. Arnold and
William's wives were sisters. We remembered that William made a chalice for Father Emil Schuwey and
his wife Katie had a pearl set onto the chalice. We were proud of these three Mooser brothers who manufactured many of the lighting fixtures that are in the churches in and around Louisville even today. Will
was the manager, Arnold was the designer and pattern maker and Oscar was the molder who poured the
molten metal into the patterns made by Arnold. Many of their nephews worked in their factory on Lytle
Street in Louisville.
When the burials were over I visited my daughter Mary Louise. After staying a few days with Mary
Louise, I went to Theodore and Elizabeth's. I went to see their new home and to see what their lovely
children were making. Above all, I went to see my new and only twin grandchildren, Clare and Francis.

When Henry got his vacation we went to Louisville
again to attend my granddaughter Eileen Boyle's wedding in August of 1959.
Eileen is Mary Louise's oldest daughter.
Seven of my ten brothers
and sisters are now departed
from this life. Dear God, I
ask you to let them rest in
peace. I pray always that you
never let any of my family die
without the benefit of the
Sacrament.
Hattemer Twins, Francis and Clare (b. 1957),

I think about my little
brother Robert who is now an
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invalid and spends his life in a nursing home. He understands his condition fully. He can read and he can
look at television. He suffers always but no one hears a complaint. He has a good diet and is kept clean.
He has had his purgatory in this world.
My sons Louis and Henry have their own bakeries here in Detroit. I don't think they will ever go back to
Louisville. Because of this, I will sell my house in Louisville. After I lost my husband, John, and during
the war I rented out apartments in my house. In renting, at first I was nai:ve and trusting. Soon I learned
how to be a landlord.
Henry and Louis are both bakers. Each has a nice home and they are good to me. Already, it is a year
since we retired here. How quickly the time goes by for me.
Now have I, as well as my advanced years allow me, recalled and recorded my life experiences as I have
promised my cousin, Dr. Oswald Buchs. All what I have here stated is the truth as I know it. On September
16, 1959, I will be 81 years old. I am thankful to God for my mind, health and my strength. To my dear
God I always give thanks! Faith, Hope and Love were what I based my life upon and Trust in God is what
I have always held onto.

Ida Mooser Hattemer at age 82.
(Photo by Theodore Hattemer in 1960.)

Translated from German and Schwyzerdutsch by Theodore Hattemer from June, 1995 to February 1999.
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II. Peter Moecklin and Peter Lehmann
Pastors of St. John's United Evangelical Church
of Addison, Illinois
Fran Horn
In 1846 the congregation "The German United Evangelical Church of Addison, DuPage County,
Illinois," which had no denominational affiliation but sought to include all German-speaking
Protestants and any other believers in its fold, built the first church and parsonage, with Francis
Hoffmann their first pastor. Most its members hailed from the village of Schale in the district of
Tecklenburg in Hanover, then part of Prussia. Y~t in the summer of 1847 the Lutheran minister
C. A. T. Selle of Chicago initiated the expulsion of all non-Lutherans from the congregation
which was completed by 1848.

By the end of 1848, therefore, the families that had been ejected from the now purely
Lutheran Church made plans to build their own church which they called St. John's United
Evangelical Church of Addison, DuPage County, Illinois. There was competition between the
northerners and the southerners about where to build the church. The northerners won out by
raising the most money. But this did not appear to cause a breach. The people who lived
along the Des Plaines River cut down huge oaks for lumber. Free-will offerings were collected
and totaled $119.00 and by the Fall of 1849 plans for the church were complete.
With the help of Reverend Fischer of St. Paul's Church in Chicago they found a
minister to serve the church. His name was Rev. Wucherer. At the time he was in Milwaukee.
Since it was January and Lake Michigan was frozen, the only way to get to Chicago was on
foot. He arrived at John Henry Franzen's house in Dunkle's Grove by mid-February. News
quickly spread that a minister had arrived and would be giving a sermon. He gave a trial
sermon in the English stone schoolhouse about a half-mile east of the site of the church.
After the service the congregation voted to accept Rev. Wucherer as their pastor. Wucherer
accepted the call and was happy that he would not have to walk back to Milwaukee. He sent
for his wife and son in the spring and settled into a house a member of the congregation had
lent him.
The church, along with a parsonage was built that summer and dedicated on October
7, 1849. A cemetery was also established. Sadly, Rev. Wucherer was pastor for only a year
and a half. He died from what would appear to be a tubercular hemorrhage. The next pastor
named Peter Moecklin served the church for nearly eighteen years. A native of Switzerland,
he came to America to serve as a pastor in a German immigrant church. While he was in Ohio
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staying with a fellow countryman, he had heard that a congregation near Chicago needed a
pastor. He came to Addison on November 10, 1950 and the next day, a Sunday, gave a

gastpredigt, a guest-sermon. The congregation immediately held a meeting and asked Rev.
Moecklin to be their pastor.
Under his pastorate this German congregation grew and prospered. St. John's became
a member of the newly formed Evangelical Synod. One of the goals of the Synod was to
encourage their churches to accept as communicants all baptized Christians, that is practice
open communion. This was the major point of contention that had led to the split with the
Lutherans of the Missouri Synod.
In his history of St. John's Pastor Wolf described the pastoral efforts of Ulrich
Moecklin with these words: "He worked hard to improve his sermons,. make them more
thought provoking; he made many home visits and strove to help people to return to the
friendly and helpful ways they used to have. He worked to build peace and trust instead of
unrest in the congregation. He taught school and confirmation. He spent time with the
children nearing adulthood. He worried about the settlers who live a long distance from the
church. As a result a teacher from Germany named Rath settled in Elk Grove and set up
school in his home. Another German school was erected by a good number of members
about a mile from the church." The work of a minister on the frontier was not an easy one.
These were prosperous times for the people who made up St. John's Church. During
the Civil War farm prices went up and the value of their land increased twenty times from
what their parents had originally paid. They felt they could afford to make improvements.
They built a seventy-five foot steeple and bought a church bell to call worshippers to church
on a Sunday morning, but also to let people know when members of the church had died; it
would be rung for every year of the life of the deceased. In the Spring of 1868 Peter
Moecklin felt that the church needed a younger pastor to carry on what he had begun. He
also longed to return to Canton Zurich, but unfortunately this was not to be. While visiting
his old friend Gerhard Landmeier, Rev. Moecklin suffered a stroke and died a short time
later. It was said that so many people attended his funeral that the cemetery was entirely filled
with mourners.
The frontier era of the community was passing. Theological institutions were
developing to supply well-trained and professional ministers to congregations. Through the
advice and help of a member of the District Office of the Evangelical Synod of the Northwest,
the congregation of St. John's was able to find a new pastor, Peter Lehmann who, like pastor
. Moecklin, was Swiss and came from Canton Bern, Switzerland, but had attended seminary in
this country. Pastor Lehmann gave his first sermon on July 12, 1868. He continued as the
congregation's pastor until 1880. At his retirement dinner which also celebrated the silver
wedding anniversary of the Pastor and his wife, there was a comical skit depicting a wedding
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interrupted by a pair who objected to the wedding. Everybody reminisced happily about the
time that Pastor Lehmann and his wife had spent at St. John's.
By the 1870's the congregation had increased to the point where the church was too
small. It had been the practice to rent pews by the year. But now the church had so many
new members that the newcomers, many newly arrived from Germany, were forced to stand in
the back of the church. It was time for a new church building. In January 1873 the members
voted to build a new church. Many planning meetings were held and people enthusiastically
pledged what they could afford to the project. The elders of the church visited the members
who had not been able to attend the meetings and enlisted their support. The entir~ St. John's
congregation was involved. The new church was completed in the Fall of 1873 and a grand
dedication.
· Excerpt from Fran Hom, "A Church on the Prairie: The Story of the Founding of St. John's
Ministers Who Have Served St. John's," in St. John's 150th Anniversary Book Wood Dale,
IL: Print House, Ltd., 1999), 12-13. Excerptedby permission.

The First Church Dedicated October 7, 1849
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The New Church Dedicated November 9, 1873
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III. Memories of World War Two
Alice Schelbert
Note: When World War Two erupted. Alice Schelbert was fifteen. She was the oldest daughter in a
family that had been devastated by the great depression which hit also Switzerland in the early
1930' s. What follows are some remembrances of the war years.

Each family was obligated to get a plot of land in order to grow vegetables, potatoes,
and Indian corn. I abhorred working in field and garden, but luckily my younger sister
enjoyed such tasks. Therefore I did the household chores, mended clothes and, for instance,
spent hours undoing the runs in nylon stockings with a special hair-thin hook. The stockings
were so expensive, so special, and so dearly beloved, yet one was not to wear them with runs.
In the Linth plain not too far from the village one could cut peat. Old and young
were brought there by tractor or truck to labor in the bog for some hours. It was quite
strenuous work, but meant a few cents that would buy bread. Peat bricks for heating were
cheaper than coal which was not only sparse, but also more expensive.
The village baker and his wife were good people. They knew that we did not have the
money to buy the allotted rations of butter, oil, meat, and other victuals. Once when I went
shopping, the baker asked me what we were doing with the rationing stamps of the goods we
could not afford. "I could exchange them for you for bread and milk," he said. My mother
viewed his offer as a blessing from heaven.
Also the pharmacist loved receiving the rationing stamps in exchange for butter and
meat. In return he provided us with fish oil, a powder called Forsanose, cocoa powder, or even
with a box of Ovomaltine. It was a special feast to be able to lick a full spoon of it. But just
thinking of that fish oil still makes me feel nauseated today; but to be fair, some of my
siblings loved it
As the oldest girl in the (amily I was supposed to join the so-called La,nddienst, that is
the required service of farm work. That prospect was an absolute horror for me. What could I
do to escape the demand that I work as a country girl, I, who was afraid of dogs and horses
and cows?! I would rather mend clothes and do housework than labor in the potato fields! My
mother's brother, my most beloved uncle, came to the rescue. He had ~( small mountain farm
about a four hour train ride away. He wrote to the appropriate officials that he needed help so
that I received permission to fulfill my obligation· on his homest~4:1d. I was no_good either for
working in the fields or for tending the few cows, goats, -pigs, and · chickens my uncle had on
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his subsistence farm where we literally grew what we ate and ate what we grew. During the war
years though he, too, was obligated to deliver a specified amount of his harvest to the
government for general distribution. I worked in the kitchen, prepared vegetables for
cooking, fruits for drying, made jam, helped to bake bread and to conserve fruit and venison
for use during the long winter months. In this manner I too did my small part, I believe, in
helping the fatherland.
Yet my country needed help in other kinds of endeavors. I was assigned to the antiaircraft defense as part of the medical service. A lazaret, a provisional hospital, and air raid
shelters had been established in basements of community centers and churches. Courses in
first aid in the event of bombardment were obligatory. I was also called up to do a month of
basic military training in Vevey, a beautiful town in the French-speaking part of Switzerland.
I was viewed as being quite unfit to be in the company of some of those young ladies from
well-to-do families, at least that is how I experienced it. We thirty girls were all quartered in
one school room. In the evening from 8 to 10 p.m. we were allowed to go out. The first
evening I went along "bar-dancing", a word I knew, but not its meaning. "What did I want
to drink?" I was asked, but had no idea what to order. One of the young ladies came to my
rescue and ordered a Creme de banane which, she was sure, I would like. It tasted quite all .
right, but the moment of terror came when it was time to pay: Five Swiss francs! It was a
fortune, considering that I had a mere twenty francs of pocket money that was to last me the
whole month! When I paid the waiter the five francs, he inquired about the tip; a nice chap at
our table saw my embarrassment and paid the fifty cents. The horror of having spent that
much money in one evening robbed me of my sleep and the next evening, when time came to
go out again, I went into hiding. When all was quiet I sneaked back to the room, stretched out
on my mattress, and read. Thus it went for the next three evenings. On the fourth, the
Corporal on duty made his rounds and inquired why I was there all alone. I told him that I
did not have the money to go out to the bars, that I did not mind, however, since the book I
was reading was engrossing; unfortunately I was nearly done with it. The following evening
he came again and inquired whether I could mend and sew. I said yes, that I liked doing it so
he brought me his socks and a shirt to mend. He gave me a five franc-piece and said that now
I too could go out again.
It then became known that one of the girl recruits was doing such chores which I
gladly accepted. Now I could again partake in the evening outings and sometimes even
received two francs as a tip for my sewing work. At the end of the training month I returned
home with no less than six bars of chocolate! The buttons I had sewn on had to endure a lot
of stress. We had to climb walls and trees and take care of those designated as wounded by
making impromptu bandages from grain stalks. We had to get food and drink in heavy
containers and to march, ·often singing.
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The end of the training month arrived and a big celebration was planned in the
town's casino, with some four thousand officers and soldiers to be present. Each unit was to
make a presentation. We gathered and discussed what we could do, yet nobody had any idea.
Then I asked shyly: "Perhaps the gas mask song?" "What's that, the · gas mask song,"
people inquired. So I sang the first stanza, and soon someone with an accordion accompanied
my carol with its three parts and its refrain. The members of the group agreed to make the
song their piece for the celebration and practice began. Finally it was decided that I should be
the lead singer, the others would join in with the refrain. The evening approached and the
song became the hit of the evening. Whether General Guisan was also present I do not
remember, yet the shy recruit had become the star of the evening. Thousands joined in the
refrain:
"Maskedienscht, da tuat allne imponiere, "
stundelang muesch the glich griff traniere!"
[Gasmask duty impresses all as it behooves,
one is to train for hours the same move!"]
Of the main stanzas I only remember these lines:
Passet uuf, ihr Soldate, gand schon acht,
Lueget guet, <lass da Schluuch as Achti macht
Ja keis Siebni soll es si, keis Ntini darf es ga,
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Mtiend d'Sach numa racht i d'Finger na!
[Attention, you soldiers, pay good attention,
Make sure that the hose does make an eight,
It may be no seven, no nine it may venture,

Just take it up with a proper slight.]
After some time I was chosen to do service in the central air alarm station. We were
three people, one placed at a table with an earset to receive general orders or instructions and,
also, on order to trigger the air raid alarm; the other person was to perform the writing tasks,
and the third was to rest since every two hours there would be a change of guard. The office
was small, in a cellar, and with only a tiny window near the ceiling. NormaJly it was dead
quiet, yet off and on a person making the rounds would knock at the window ~nd receive the
answer: 'All in order!' Sometimes we would sing softly, but mostly the atmosphere was tense,
with the questions: "Will there be an air raid alarm again? WiH th_ey again bomb somewhere?
What if they hit us? What if they should bomb the dam in the .\Vaggital (which would then

Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2000

37

38

Swiss American Historical Society Review, Vol. 36 [2000], No. 3, Art. 8

mean the dangerous flooding of the region all the way to Zurich)? Do we still remember all
the things we need to do in case things get really bad? Did everyone remember to darken
their windows so that the pilots may recognize Swiss territory as a dark area?" Yet
nevertheless Schaffhausen was bombed; paralyzed with horror I triggered the air raid alarm.
We three remained totally quiet even after the alarm was over.
Once during the time of duty one of us who was deeply in love crawled out of the
window briefly to see her friend. Yet it was the wrong moment: The control guard stopped by
and found that we were only two! Report to the captain, reprimand before the whole
company: "Mitgegangen, mitgefangen!" [Guilty by association!] Barely escaping arrest!
During the war years I began working in the spinning section of a factory. We worked
two shifts, either from 5 a.m. till 1:30 p.m. or from 1:30 p.m. to 10 p.m. If an air raid alarm
occurred, I had to grab whatever bicycle I could find, rush home, put on my uniform, and
hurry to the place before the church. Whoever was available was to report for duty within
thirty minutes, had to ready such things as stretchers, medical bags, and containers of
bandages. All was to be prepared for immediate use in an emergency.
It was on Saturday, September 21, 1940. My mother was pregnant, ready to give birth
to her eleventh child. She had asked me to come home a bit earlier, she thought the child
would be born before noon. When I asked the supervisor if I could leave a bit earlier, he
asked for the reason. "Because my mother is expecting a child!" I answered. "From
whom," he inquired. "From my father, of course!" He was dumbfounded and said: "0 f
course you may leave!" (At that time many refugee children arrived in Switzerland and he
assumed that it was perhaps one of them my mother was expecting since I was already
sixteen.) Unfortunately I did not make it home in time. When I arrived, however, the midwife
put the new little brother into my arms. He was a pretty little thing, grew bigger and·, later, I
took him to the swimming pool. There someone once asked me concerned: "Is he a refugee
child?" because he was so thin. At that time tuberculosis was still quite common and one had
to have a check-up every year. When I went with my little brother to the physician and
removed layer after layer of clothing from the boy, the doctor sighed: "By God, little fellow,
is there anything left of you?!"
We had rented an apartment m an big old house. The kitchen for the soldiers
quartered in town was installed in the huge laundry room of the basement. It was such a
blessing for us, mother observed. We received many leftovers such as lentils, rice, cocoa, and
coffee. At times even some meat sauce was left over. Although we had no money, we thus
always had something to eat.
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VI. News Items
Elisabeth Moser Wins Youth Competition
Ruth Gassmann
She has a right to smile, the main winner of the Youth competition, that was initiated
by Migros on the occasion of its 75th anniversary in cooperation with the SBB (Swiss Federal
Railway) and Mobility. The first price includes a month of free travel for two people on the
Interrail, sFr. 7500 travel money, and membership for a year in Mobility in addition to free
mileage.
Elisabeth Moser [who is the daughter of the SAHS Vice President Fred Moser of
Bern, Switzerland] and twenty years of age, exclaitned: "Finally I will be able to get to know
Switzerland because thanks to the SBB and Mobility also remote places can easily be
reached ."
Her vision of a Migros-car for the year 2075 was well received: Her vehicle can be
divided into four parts. If only one person with little baggage needs a ride, only a fourth of
the car will be used; two people will need two parts, and so on. The vehicle can be put
together conveniently by means of magnetic walls; the wheels in the middle can be folded up
as in an airplane.
She holds that a car is not a bad means of transportation. If adapted to a given
situation, the needed space and use of fuel can also be adapted. A brilliant idea!
Briickenbauer, 27 (July 4, 2000), p.31.

Reto Staub (SBB), Rene Meyer (Migros)
Elisabeth Moser (Winner), Thomas Ltitolf (Mobility)
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Midwest Dairy Institute - Visitor Center

Milbank, South Dakota

In 1999, the Milbank Community Foundation commissioned Erdmann Schmocker &
Associates to serve as architects to design a new Pioneer Museum and Dairy Educational
Center. The Museum is currently under construction on a site a few miles south of Milbank,
South Dakota and slated to be completed in the spring of 2001. The 61 'x 85' two-story
building is 8500 sq. ft. (= 850 square meters) and will have an adjoining dairy demonstration
farm of 1200 cows. The museum portion is primarily honoring the members of the two
original Swiss pioneer families Gonzenbach and Nef who emigrated from Switzerland to the
United States in 1924 and settled in Milbank in 1928.
The two gable ends feature an "Alpaufzug" (a parade of cows and their herders
moving to Alpine pastures), designed by Hermann Schelbert, a graphic artist in Olten
Switzerland. The metal figures have arrived in Milbank and are ready to be mounted.
Adjacent to the terrace on the north side will be a small memorial garden symbolically
representing the lakes, mountains, and forests of Switzerland. The building includes offices, a
gift shop, classroom, cafeteria, "Alpine kitchen" and, in the high ceiling space, a display
area. Meeting, audio/video and library rooms are located on the second floor. The interior
consists of local granite tiles and oak flooring, plaster walls, and spruce ceilings. The exterior
is an adaptation of the concept of a "Swiss Chalet." A pergola along the terrace for climbing
roses completes the building.
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V. Book Notes
The works listed below will be reviewed in later issues. They
are of Swiss American significance and make unique gifts.

Pauline Boss, Ambiguous Loss. Learning to live with Unresolved Grief. Cambridge,
Massachusetts: Harvard University Press, 1999.
_____ , Leben mil ungelostem Leid. Ein psychologischer Ratgeber. Aus dem
Englischen von Simone Stolzel. Mit einem Vorwort von Rosmarie Welter-Enderlin.
Mtinchen: Verlag C. H. Beck, 2000.
Pauline Grossenbacher Boss, Ph.D., 1975 University of Wisconsin-Madison, is a native
'\

of New Glarus and the daughter of Swiss immigrants who were keyplayers in the life of that
community. Since 1984 she is Professor in the Department of Family Social Science at the
University of Minnesota in St. Paul. She has lectured widely in the United States and abroad
and in 1995/% was Visiting Professor of Psychology in the Department of Psychiatry, Judge
Baker Children• s Center. at the Harvard Medical School. She is also a past president of the
National Council of Family Relations and a psychotherapist in private practice.
Her book centers on the ambivalence, that is the contradictory emotions that often
result from an 'ambiguous' loss such as of a parent who suffered from Alzheimer's disease;
such a person had been, therefore, interpersonally 'dead' for years, not recognizing even
spouse and children. That person's passing is thus a loss at once 'welcome' and 'sad' . The
death of a severely retarded child might similarly be experienced as genuine relief and as
severe deprivation. The author explores the possibly dangerous impact of such unrecognized
conflict and show ways toward resolution not only in one's own experience but also that of
others.
Angelo Codevilla, Between the Alps and a Hard Place. Switzerland in World War II
and Moral Blackmail Today. Washington, D.C.: Regnery Publishing, Inc., 2000.

This temperamental work minces no words, and numerous judgments of the author
might be legitimately challenged. It offers a complex analysis from an ideologically right of
center and cold war influenced stance and is especially hard on the Nixon, Carter, and Clinton
administrations' approach to foreign policy. At times the interpretation is simplistic - as, for
instance, of the causes of the War of 1812 -, at times the understanding is critically astute and
balanced, if stili debatable. Switzerland's institutions receive complex descriptions, especially
as they functioned during the difficult times of-:World War II, and the author explores the
relevant military, political, and economic issues in an Atlantic context.
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A. Codevilla is Professor of International Relations at Boston University, a former

U.S. naval officer, and also a member of the U.S. Foreign Service. He not only analyzes
Switzerland's predicament in World War II, but also what he considers as blackmail and
extortion it encountered in the late 1990's in the United States. The book may serve as a
useful tool for a discussion group, especially if composed of well informed participants. Swiss
and Swiss American readers will gain a deepened understanding of their country of origin as
well as issues connected with the Second World War. The author's learned presentation and
analytical stance deserve an open-minded hearing as well as an independent critical
assessment.

Bertrand Picard and Brian Jones, Around the World in Twenty Days. The Story
of Our History-Making Balloon Flight. New York: John Wiley and Sons, Inc., 1999.
- - , - - - - - - - - - - - • Mit dem Wind um die Welt. Aus dem Englischen
von Anja Hansen-Schmidt und Thomas Pfeiffer. Mit 60 Abbildungen.

Mtinchen: Piper Verlag, 1999
This book - also available in an excellent translation into German - will make a
wonderful gift for different types of readers. A young person will be especially fascinated by
the incredible adventure involved in the circumnavigation of the planet Earth in a craft driven
exclusively by the majesty of the wind. It was Bertrand Picard's third attempt whose father
and grandfather had already been major explorers of the world we inhabit. The experience of
the 30,000 miles voyage, a feat of great endurance and beset with incalculable risks and
unforeseen problems, is told by the two navigators with humor, honesty, and fascinating
detail. It seems miraculous that they were able to withstand the numerous threats from storms,
especially over the Pacific, the difficulties deriving from uncontrollable and unpredictable
wind patterns, the narrowness of their quarters, and the occasional malfunctioning of vital
equipment. Also dangers from aircraft and national regulations that had to be conscientiously
observed created at times nearly insurmountable obstacles and threatened to condemn their
daring attempt to utter failure.
An older reader will additionally enjoy the dry humor and mischievous commentaries
of Brian Jones, now the United Kingdom• s chief flying instructor, as well as the sensitive
reflections and philosophical insights of Betrand Picard, a physician specialized in psychiatry,
a balloonist, and an expert handglider in the Swiss mountains. Beautiful photographs enrich
the book and add to the awe that such human daring inspires. The story becomes a symbol of
everyone's life as a journey that is beset with numerous challenges, blessed with moments of
exquisite beauty, marked by mortal danger, and also by much gray routine. The largely
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hidden work of the people at the Swiss control center is also impressively profiled and is a
symbol of the radical interdependence of us humans. The story of this Swiss undertaking in
close cooperation with specialists of England deserves numerous readers who will gain from it
much pleasure, knowledge, and insight.

Marthe Gosteli, ed., Vergessene Geschichte. 1//ustrierte Chronik der Frauenbewegung

1914-1963. Histoire Oubliee. Chronique il/ustree du movement feministe.
Vol. 1: 1914-1933. Vol. 2: 1994-1963. Bern: Stampfli, 2000.
These two richly and beautifully illustrated volumes contain the 39 editions of the

Jahrbuch I Annuaire, Chronik der schweizerischen Frauenbewegung, later also called
Schweizerischer Frauenkalender I Jahrbuch der -&hweizerfrauen. These document, as M.
Gosteli points out, "how the various associations and those engaged in them have consistently
played an important and critical role in Swiss politics, in the economy, in culture, and in the
arts, in the home and in the family"(ix). The almost 1100 pages of pictures and of texts
given in German and French, occasionally also in Italian and Romansh, deal not only with
events in Switzerland relating to women, but also offer pertinent international news that
highlight activities of women in Africa, the Americas, Asia, and in European countries. Page
202 of Volume 1, for instance, shows a 1913 picture of nurses in a hospital in Moscow; page
204 pictures female members of the Finnish Parliament; the following page features the 1888
participants from England, France, Denmark, Norway, Finland, India, Canada and the United
States in the founding of the International Women's Council, among them also Elizabeth
Cady Stanton and Susan B. Anthony.
This is a first-rate reference work and encourages scholars and teachers to incorporate
the "forgotten" history of women's involvement in the public arena into their studies and
lessons. It is a goldmine of little known facts that illuminate how consistently women, among
them also the Swiss, fought against bias based on gender. Although the struggle of women for
equality in all spheres of life, public and private, was all too long, often frustrating and
seemingly fruitless, these two volumes honor their valiant efforts_and inspire to continue the
fight for the equality of all.
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A Call for Materials
Dr. Stephen P. Halbrook, author of Target Switzerland, is now doing a study of

"personal experiences" of rank and file Swiss during World War Two "which in turn express
how the nation coped in the war."
Those given above by Alice Schelbert of Vogorno, Switzerland, indicate the type of
data he is interested in. In case you remember specific incidents and experiences and are

willing to share them with Dr. Halbrook for potential inclusion in his forthcoming study,
please send them to him. "If possible," he writes, "I would like to receive electronic copies
of personal accounts (diskette or e-mail), but just plain paper is fine too. I prefer English
(sayings, songs, and the like also need the original German, French, or Italian)."
Please send accounts to:
Dr. Stephen Halbrook, Attorney at Law
10560 Main Street, Suite 404
Fairfax, Virginia 22030
e-mail: protell@aol.com
Fax: (703) 359-0939

Dr. H. Dwight Page, Professor of French at Hiwassee College, Madisonville,

Tennessee, is preparing an extended essay on Switzerland and the European Union, excerpts
of which he will present as a talk on October 6, 2001, at the SAHS Annual Meeting in
Washington, OC.
He is especially interested in "newspaper clippings from current Swiss newspapers (or
other papers) detailing Swiss activities vis-a-vis the Union."
Please sent materials to:
Professor Dr. H. Dwight Page
Box 629
225 Hiwassee College Drive
Madisonville, Tennessee 37354-4001
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